FIFINE AT THE  FAIR

CXXVI
Enough o' the dream!   You see how poetry
turns prose.
Announcing- wonder-work, I dwindle at the close
Down  to  mere   commonplace  old facts   which
everybody knows.
So dreaming disappoints !  The fresh and strange
at first,                                                                 2230
Soon wears to trite and tame, nor warrants the
outburst
Of heart with which we hail those heights, at
very brink
Of heaven, whereto one least of lifts would lead,
we think,
But wherefrom quick decline conducts our step,
we find,
To homely earth, old facts familiar left behind.      2235
Did not this monument, for instance, long ago
Say all it had to say, show all it had to show,
Nor promise to do duty more in dream ?
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Awaking so,
What if we, homeward-bound, all peace and some
fatigue,
Trudge, soberly complete our tramp of near a
league,                                                                2240
Last little mile which makes the circuit just, Elvire?
We end where we began :  that consequence is
clear.
All peace and some fatigue, wherever we were
nursed
To life, we bosom us on death, find last is first
And thenceforth final too.
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